Jerked his head at              and they turned the corner

of the barn among waist-high jimson weeds* Bayard
overtook them as the yonth with his jug slid with a
single motion between two lax strands of barbed wire,
Suratt stooped through more sedately, and he held the
top strand taut and set his foot on the lower one until
Bayard was through. Behind the barn the ground de-
scended into shadow^ toward a junglish growth of
willow and elder,, against which a huge beech and a
clump of saplings stood like mottled ghosts and from
which a cool dankness rose like a breath to meet them.
The spring welled from the roots of the beech, into a
wooden frame sunk to its top in white sand that quiv-
ered ceaselessly and' delicately beneath the waters
limpid unrestj and went on into the willow and elder
growth.

The earth about the spring was trampled smooth and
packed as an earthen floor. Near the spring a blackened
iron pot sat on four bricks; beneath it was a heap of
pale wood-ashes and a litter of extinct brands and
charred fagot-ends. Against the pot leaned a scrubbing-
board with a ridged metal face9 and a rusty tin cup
hung from a nail in the tree above the spring. The
youth set the jug down and he and Suratt squatted be-
side it.

"I don^t know if we aifft a-goin5 to git in trouble^
givin5 Mr. Bayard whisky 5 Hub," Suratt said. "Still,
Doc Peabody give him one dram hisself; so I reckon
we kin give him one mo5. Ain3t that'"right? Mr, Bay-
ard?" Squatting, he looked up at Bayard with his
shrewd affable face. Hub twisted the corn-cob stopper
from the jug and passed it to Suratt9 who tendered it
to Bayard. "1 been knowin* Mr. Bayard ever since he
was a chap in knee pants/9 Suratt confided to Hub*
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